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Rosebud
Shirley Jo Waltz
upon a time, long, long ago, in a tiny kingdom way across
the sea, there lived a very rich king and queen. They owned
houses and castles, horses and coaches, gardens and lakes, and
lots of gold and silver. Every morning the king would get up at
exactly 9 :00. His servants would bring his blue robes which he
always wore for breakfast, and then he would sit on a blue satin
cushion and eat red marmalade on toast with the queen, who always
wore pink for breakfast and sat on a pink cushion. At exactly 9 :30,
the king and queen would go for a walk in the gardens, which were
very beautiful, for the king owned the most beautiful flowers in the
kingdom.
From 10 :00 till 12 :00 the king and queen listened to complaints and disagreements of their subj ects. The king was a very
just king, and judged them all fairly.
At exactly 12 :30, the king
and queen ate lunch from beautiful silver platters, and they sat on
soft red cushions. At 1 :00 the king put on his crown and talked to
the wise men of the kingdom.
At 3 :00, he took a nap. At 6 :00 he
put on a robe of gold and ate dinner with the queen. In the evenings
they either listened to music by the king's own orchestra or they
played chess.
However, in all this luxury the king and queen were not happy.
They had all that money could buy. They were very kind to their
subj ects. The king ruled wisely and everyone loved both him and
the queen. But one thing was missing. They had no children. And
both were very, very lonely. For many years they lived in the same
manner, growing more lonely and more unhappy day by day. Quite
often the queen would sit in her r00111and watch children play on
the far-away hillside. Or she would ride in her coach and watch the
nursemaids as they pushed babies in their carriages.
But the rooms
of the castle were quite empty. There was no ring of happy laughter
in the large echoing halls.
And then one day as the queen walked in the garden, she noticed
a beauti Iul rosebud right on top of a lovely rose bush. Stroking the
little bucl, she whispered, "How I would love to have a little girl just
like this little rosebud!"
The old gardener overheard her and came
hobbling up. He was very, very olel with long white hair and watery
blue eyes. In a strange olel voice, he cackled so loudly that the queen
was afraid. "So, my queen would like a little girl as lovely as a rosebud ?" He moved a little closer. "\IVell , it can be done. If the
queen will but pluck the rosebud three inches below the bud and place
it in her room in a glass vase, and not let the light of day shine on it
for three days, it will be transformed
into a beauti ful baby gir1."
Again he cackled and the queen drew back in fear. "But the little
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o-irl must never be allowed to touch a rose or she will be taken away
~s mysteriously as she was given." The queen turned quickly and
ran into the castle. She didn't mention this strange conversation to
the king for fear he might laugh at her, but she thought and thought
and thought about what the old man had said.
Finally one night, the thought of the beautiful little rosebud was
especially strong in her mind, and so she wandered out of the castle
and into the garden. There in the pale-yellow moonlight, she could
see the faint pink cast of the little rose. The beauty of it delighted
her. She went a little closer and just a little closer. The petals were
so soft and delicate! Just like the skin of a little girl. Quickly the
queen broke the stem just three inches below the rose. She hurried
back to her room and placed the bud in a small vase and fiIIed it with
water and placed it in a dark box which she locked with a golden key.
For three days the queen stayed in her r00111to guard the little box.
She told the king and the servants that she was ill and didn't want
to be bothered, but she really wanted to make sure that nothing happened to the little rosebud for three days. On the third evening, she
sat eagerly waiting the change, when she heard a tiny little cry. She
sprang forth and opened the box, and there lay the most beautiful
little baby girl she had ever seen!
The entire castle and kingdom was happy over the arrival of the
new baby girl. And the king was completely overjoyed!
The queen
explained the mystery to him, and he was very happy indeed. She
also told him that the little girl must never touch a rose, or they would
surely lose her. And so the king sent out a proclamation that every
rosebush in the kingdom be destroyed. Everybody, knowing the king
to be a wise king, destroyed their rosebushes. That is, everyone except the old gardener. He kept one bush in his own private garden.
The little princess who was quickly named Rosebud, grew and
~rew and grew. Now merriment and laughter could always be heard
111 the halls of the castle.
The little princess was very, very good and
was loved immediately by all the subjects of the kingdom. As she
grew into a young girl, she looked more and more like a rose with
her pink tinted cheeks and rosy red lips and long black hair that
glistened like the water in the dark pond in the garden. The king
and queen were very happy. As Rosebud grew up, they hired the
best teachers for her that they could find, for they wanted her to
grow up to be a wise queen.
Although Rosebud was quite happy, she needed a playmate, and
one day when she met the old gardener's grandson, she decided he
would make a simply grand playmate, and so the two became very
good friends. Always when Rosebud decided something, she would
talk it over with Shawn, whom she considered to be very wise for his
age. And she told him that when he grew up, he could be the head
wise man of her kingdom. All of this was after she should become
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queen, of course. But they played make-believe and had a wonderful
time!
Before many years had passed, princes from neighboring kingdoms came to pay their respects and to see the lovely princess they
had heard so much about. However, Rosebud was not interested in
any of them. She always treated them quite kindly, but would always
excuse herself soon and leave the room. All of her suitors were sent
away with the answer that the princess Rosebud was too busy with
her studies to discuss marriage. The king and queen were extremely
proud of their beautiful and wise daughter.
When Shawn grew to be a man, his grandfather decided to send
him away into the world to seek his fortune. Shawn put on his best
suit of clothes and packed a knapsack with bread and cheese. His
grandfather gave him 3 pieces of gold and 7 pieces of silver and sent
him on his way. As he passed his grandfather's garden, he happened to see a beautiful flower growing there that he had never before
seen anywhere in the kingdom. But somehow the lovely blossom
reminded him of his Rosebud. He decided to pick the blo0111and give
it to her to remember him by while he was gone. He was very much
afraid that she might forget her old playmate if he were gone away
long, and Shawn did not want this to happen, for he very much loved
the little princess.
And so he plucked the beautiful flower and
wandered toward the castle.
There he found Rosebud sitting in the garden under a beautiful
shade tree. The queen smiled on them from her window and thought
what a lovely picture they made. But as she watched, she saw Rosebud close her eyes and hold out her hands. She saw the surprise
which Shawn held in his hand for the little princess, and to her horror,
.it was a . . . rose. The air grew dark and heavy, and all was still.
Every leaf and flower in the garden stood motionless. The queen
gasped and held her breath. I-Ie dropped the rose into Rosebud's
hands and with a sudden streak of light, the young princess was . . .
gone!
Shawn gazed unbelievingly at the spot where Rosebud had been
sitting only a short time before. But now she was nowhere to be
seen. He called her name over and over again and searched throughout all the garden for her, puzzled at the mystery. Saddened at the
loss of his dear little Rosebud, Shawn threw himself on the grass
under the comforting shade tree and wept and wept and wept.
The entire kingdom mourned over the loss of the young princess.
And Shawn roamed the world for the rest of his life searching for
her in vain. The old king in his sorrow sent out a proclamation that
all rosebushes fr0111that day forth should bear thorns in order to
prevent anyone from plucking their flowers. And so it has been
from that day till this.
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